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wounded, and with weapons, guns, and wagons which the
Bavarians had left.    It is easy to see that it is difficult in
such a case for a colonel, as he gallops amid bullets and
cannon-balls, to examine the ground which his squadrons
have to cross, and at the same time take any thought for his
personal safety.    I had to leave this to the intelligence and
nimbleness of my excellent  horse  Azolan;  but the small
group which followed me close had been greatly thinned by a
discharge of grape, which had wounded many of my orderlies,
and I had only my trumpeter near me, when suddenly from
the whole  line I heard shouts of c Colonel! colonel! look
out!' and ten paces  from  me I saw a Bavarian artillery
wagon which one of our shells had just set on fire.    A huge
tree which had been cut down by the cannon-balls barred the
road in front of me.    To go round would have taken me too
long.    I called to the trumpeter to stoop, and, lying flat over
my saddle-bow, I took my horse at the jump.    Azolan made
a long leap, but not long enough to clear all the branches,
and his legs got caught among them.    Meantime the wagon
was blazing and the powder would take fire in a moment.    I
gave myself up for lost, when my horse, as though he had
understood our common danger, began bounding four or five
feet high, always getting further from the wagon, and as soon
as he was clear of the branches he went off at such a stretching
gallop that he was almost literally venire a terve.    I shivered
when the explosion took place, but I must have been out of
the reach of the bursting shells, for neither my horse nor I
was touched.    It was otherwise with my young trumpeter,
for when the regiment resumed its march after the explosion
they saw the poor fellow dead and horribly mutilated by the
splinters.    His horse also was blown to pieces.    My brave
Azolan had saved me already at the Katzbach, and now I
owed him my life a second time.    I caressed him, and, as
though to show his joy, the poor animal whinnied aloud.
There are moments when one is led to believe that some
creatures have   far   more   intelligence   than   is generally
thought.
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